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universe of men was also blank between the aristocrat
and the peasant, and It may be for the same reason.
He confesses that because he was a bourgeois., the bour-
geois Had become as intolerable to Mm as the taste of
oysters to a man who has had a surfeit of them; he had
supped too full of the horrors of the bourgeoisie in child-
hood ever to contemplate them again. The middle class
were ciphers in his system of values, and even an ideal
member of it remained a cipher, just as zero,, raised to
the nth power, remains zero. *Ce qui est exactement
raisonnable ne donne pas prise aux beaux-arts; j'estime
un sage republican! des Etats-Unis, mals je Foublie a
tout jamais en quelques jours: ce n'est pas un honime
pour mol, c'est une chose/ Therefore, although he was
by impulse a realist, he was nevertheless a romantic
because he had a theory of reality. Not all that existed
in the shape of human beings was real to him. This anti-
bourgeois speck in his telescope, he wrote in Henri
Brulardy had been very useful to him with the characters
of his novels. It was true; but the word 'bourgeois3 had
by that time come to denote for him not so much a social
class as a type of being. The reality of a man for
Stendhal lay in his faculty of allowing all that is pruden-
tial and calculating in him to be dominated by what is
instinctive and passionate.

That is a fairly complete and coherent attitude
towards life; it certainly has its counterpart in Shake-
speare; it is, moreover, what we might call a very good
working basis for a literary artist. But it does not in the
least resemble that enlightened hedonism which the
'Beyllstes5 profess to find in their idol. Beyle, indeed,
makes a poor showing as a hedonist. The overwhelming
impulses of soul which he set highest, and counted most
real among human capacities, the precious elans
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